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I shall never forget the stately and amiable con-
descension with which he greeted me. But what
seer of high visions, what sayer of ineffable things,
transforming the commonplace world into a^placet
of spirits and heavenly echoes, now moves and
breathes among us ? The result of our present
conditions of life seems to be to develop a large
number of effective and accomplished people, but
not to evolve great, lonely, majestic figures of
indubitable greatness.

Perhaps there are personalities whom the young
and ardent as whole-heartedly desire to see and
hear as I did the gods of my youth* But at
present the sea and the depth alike concur in
saying, " It is not in me*"

But I do not cease to hope. I care not whether
my hero be old or young; I should like him better
to be young; and if I could hear of the rise of
some great and gracious personality, full of fire
and genius, I would make my way to his presence,
even though it involved a number of cross-country
journeys and solitary evenings in country inns,
to lay my wreath at his feet and to receive his
blessing.